Things had been looking up for Candace recently. She was doing well in all her classes, it was almost win 
ter break, and nobody had pranked her in over a week. Better yet, today in biology class, they were bringi 
ng in a live animal, which her teacher, Ms. Dockins had kept a secret. Candice loved animals and was ex 
cited. 


She sat down at her usual desk at the front of the class, waiting anxiously for the lesson to begin. Emma, 
on the other hand, who was doing terribly in the class, sauntered in late. She sat down behind Candice w 
ho instantly noticed her friend’s glum demeanor. “What’s wrong, Emma?” she asked. “I’m gonna fail this cl 
ass, today is just a presentation, all | can get is points for participation.” “Well, try to have fun, like me. Ms. 
Dockins said they’re bringing in a talented animal today. Doesn’t that sound exciting?!” Emma was annoy 
ed by Candice’s giddiness. What did she have to be so happy about? 


Ms. Dockins walked in and immediately addressed the class. “Good morning girls. I’m passing in your qui 
z from last week before we start the presentation. The zoologist should be here any minute.” She went fro 
m desk to desk dropping off grades. Candice got hers then Emma. Emma saw her grade. It was a D-. Sh 

e crumpled up the paper and growled. Candice was admiring her own grade unashamedly. “Another A+ f 

or the books!” she said to herself. Emma was so jealous, but she was too mentally drained to find a way t 
o get back at Candice right now. 


Just then, the zoologist entered the classroom, carrying something large covered by a black tarp. “Ah wel 
come! You can set your friend down here,” Ms. Dockins said. She did so and then pulled down the tarp to 
reveal a bored little monkey in the cage. “Hi class, this is Bongo, he’s an ape we trained to play music. Ev 
erytime he sees a drum, he hits it!” The woman looked around at her things. “Oh no! | must've left his bon 
gos at the office...do you have a music room in this building?” The zoologist asked. “Oh yes! I'll take you t 
here myself.” She turned to her class. “You all stay put. We'll be back in five minutes,” Ms. Dockins said. 
”He plays any drum he finds, huh?” Emma said to herself, admiring Candice’s large backside as she lean 
ed over her desk to see the monkey more clearly. “Hey Candice, do you want to see the monkey up close 
?” Emma whispered. “Oh, yes! But we could get in trouble.” “It'll be fine, I'll go up with you,” Emma said. “ 
O-okay,” Candice said hesitantly. 


The two got up from their desks and walked over to the cage. Bongo looked bored, probably the life an un 
paid performer. Candice looked close at it. “So handsome,” she giggled. Emma quickly undid the latch to t 
he cage, unbeknownst to Candice. “Okay, let’s go back,” Candice said. As they were walking away from t 
he cage, Emma quickly grabbed Candice’s pants and pulled them down just below her bubble butt. Candi 
ce felt it and quickly lifted her trousers, turning to Emma in anger. “What was that?” Candice fumed. “Sorr 

y, just had to do one last prank before winter break,” Emma said. Okay, Candice thought, if she just need 

ed to get that out of her system, that’s fine, it was a pretty mild prank. No one else had seen it anyway, th 

ey were too busy on their phones. 


But now, Bongo was moving around in his cage all excited. He saw Candice’s round butt cheeks and thou 
ght they were his bongos. Just as Emma hoped, Bongo pushed open the door and jumped on Candice’s 
back causing her glasses to fall off. “Get him off me!” Candice yelled, moving toward the desk. Bongo was 
small but strong. He pushed Candice face down onto the desk and turned himself around on her back. H 
e effortlessly ripped apart her thin leggings, revealing her bodacious booty. Like he was trained, Bongo sl 
apped each cheek to his own beat. Candice’s cheeks jiggled back and forth with each strike. She was still 
screaming. “Someone help me!” But no one listened. They all laughed and started recording the scene o 
n their phones. “You’re giving us a great lesson in science, Candice!” Emma howled. 


Bongo was getting bored by the unrythmic sound of this drum, so he turned her over and looked for anoth 
er one. He saw Candice’s boobs protruding underneath her flannel shirt, and without a bra they looked jus 
tas squishy as ever. Instead of ripping it open, Bongo pulled the shirt over her head, and it got caught on 
her face. Candice’s screams were muffled by the fabric, as Bongo began to play her boobs as well. They 
bounced better than the butt but still didn’t sound as good. Bongo spun Candice around again and tried wi 
th her butt, this time developing more of a beat. 


Just then, Ms. Dockins and the zoologist came back in, empty-handed. “Sorry class, guess we can’t do th 
e lesson today-“ Dockins began, then she saw Candice bent over the desk, face covered, and naked butt 

and boobs on her desk. “What on earth!” She yelled. “Bad Bongo! Come here!” The zoologist said. Bongo 
obeyed his master and jumped to her arms. She put him away in his cage. Ms. Dockins made Candice st 
and up, and pulled the shirt back down over her body. “What is the meaning of this, Candice?” She dema 
nded. Candice was still in shock and couldn't explain, “T-the monkey...p-p-played my bongos!” she mutter 
ed. “Candice, this is the last straw. You’ve disrupted my class too many times. | have no choice but to sus 
pend you.” At that moment, Emma stood up. “Ms. Dockins, Candice was just worried that we wouldn't hav 
e a lesson today. She selflessly exposed herself to demonstrate how monkeys can learn rythym.” Ms. Do 

ckins contemplated. “Is that so, class? Did you all learn that?” All the girls said yes. “Okay, then there will 

be no punishment today, Candice. Just sit your butt- | mean, just sit back down please.” 


Candice went back to her desk and sat down on the cold plastic seat against her bare butt. She was so e 
mbarrassed but at least she wasn't in trouble. Emma handed Candice her glasses. “Thanks for sticking u 
p for me, Emma,” Candice said as she adjusted her large glasses. “Of course, Candice. What else are frie 
nds for?” 


